50          THE  THINGS WE ARE

" I forgot my tea.1'

He munched his woolly biscuit, gating at
the string of dead flies that hung from the
chandelier. Oaths and cackling laughter
flowed in a steady stream from the next com-
partment ; the sharp ping of the till rose
above the raucous babble-
Face that, he thought, as the brandy began
to work. Very well, but why rub his nose
in it?

But when he passed into the street again,
he felt that nothing had been decided* He
was not going back, that was all; he was
going to give himself the chance to decide
instead of running away. What he had to
decide had become vague, misty, utterly
impalpable.

As he sat alone in the front of the Barnet
tram it seemed to him that his fixed purpose
was like the persistence of a drunken man,
Its object was without form and void. Ho
had tumbled down from unfamiliar heights;
now a sheer smooth wall without a foothold
confronted him, The voice of a wise nurse
whispered that he must not worry about that
now. The great tram rocked him like a giant
cradle,
He had plenty of money, for he had made